A_________DUNKIRK_________DIARY

passed through the village, pulled-up, and were about
to destroy the vehicles when I suggested to Jimmie :

" Let's save ourselves a bit of foot-slogging. I
don't see why we shouldn't take the trucks as near
to the Mole as possible. This afternoon I went down
a road that came out within four hundred yards of it."

" Good idea," said Jimmie, " Sure you know the
way ? "

" Blindfolded," I replied confidently. I took the
driving-wheel of the first truck and we rumbled
forward again.

" I'll admit that before Jimmie began giving me
the jumps, I was beginning to wonder a bit myself.
Places don't look the same in the night* as they do by
day. Besides, every now and then the darkness was
lit up with the flash from a bursting shell, and in that
sort of light nothing looked recognisable. Another
thing, it did seem to me that we were longer than I
expected in reaching the road leading to the Mole.
But I was still confident I hadn't made a mistake.

Then Jimmie grew restive. " Are you sure you're
going the right way ? " he demanded.

" I think so," I replied.

" Think ... ! " he cried. " Damn it! ... You've
got to be certain."

" Well, I am," I said. And from that moment I
wasn't.

Every yard we progressed I could sense Jimmie
becoming more and more uneasy. It reacted on me.
Soon I, too, was wallowing in a stew of uncertainty.
We went on, the shells swishing overhead and crash-
ing into buildings. Down they tumbled on either
side of us with a thunder of falling metal and masonry,
and the tearing of wood. It was a hell of a jolt for
the nerves, in any circumstances. What made it
worse for me was that I began asking myself: " Am
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